Sat Tal 

Via Bhim Tal 

Naini Tal District, India 
Wednesday, May 14, 1930 


Dearest family, 


Just a week ago today we reached our quiet little stone cottage here on the hillside, but 
it seems a longer time because of all that has happened. 

Our dear little Celeste Harper died on Friday and was buried on Saturday morning. 
When we left the bus at Bhowali last Wednesday morning Marvin Harper met us to show us the 
way over here to Sat Tal which is three and a half miles farther back into the hills. He told us 
there that the baby was sick with dysentery which the doctor In Bhowali said was only due to 
teething. She was cutting four of her front teeth. She’s eleven months old and was very slow 
about cutting her teeth but she was such a firm, plump, bonny darling that we never dreamed 
she could not recover. On Thursday we went down wo see her — they live farther down the 
hillside from us, about ten minutes away. When | saw her, my heart jumped to my throat then 
and | had my first fear that she would never recover. | tried to tell Emmie to keep her warmer 
and made a few suggestions, but they were following the Dr.’s orders only he would not come 
to see the baby and gave the impression that he thought they were young and over-anxious 
parents. They did all they could but on Friday morning the baby had a convulsion and never 
recovered. She died a little after noon. | stayed there at the house all day and did what | could 
to help. Gertrude, Dorcas, Mildred and Hazel Worot covered the little wooden box, which the 
carpenter made, with white cloth from one of Dorca’s sheets. Emmie said — “It doesn’t seem 
right that my baby should be put into a box” and it didn’t. She was a beautiful child and looked 
as if she were only sleeping. | put a soft pillow in the box, covered it with one of her little white 
sheets and then some soft cloth over that, and some soft white silk under her head like a fluffy 
little pillow. She wore her little blue sweater over her soft white clothes and had pink stockings 
on, so that she looked beautiful. We brought the little box away that night, with Dr. Stanley 
Jones and all the other wonderful friends present to try to help them bear the separation. 
Emmie wanted the body to be kept in the church all night so different ones took turns in 
watching throughout the night. The Harper’s house is so tiny there wasn’t an extra room there 
where she could be kept. 


At eight the next morning Dr. Jones took charge of the service. It was the most 
appropriate and beautiful service | have ever known. Afterwards we all walked down the hill to 
a little cemetery. The whole thing was very beautiful in spite of the tragedy. 


| don’t know why I’ve written so in detail since you do not know Celeste. | think it’s 
because she was so sweet and we all loved her so. 


The Danielsons, Harpers, Thoburns and Gertrude and Dorcas are starting to the glacier 
tomorrow. | am not going. It is a very long trip and very expensive. | feel that | can afford 
neither the time nor the money. | am sorry to five it up, and especially since my best friends are 


going but | can’t go back to Jub. without my school work better planned than it has been and | 
must study these days. 


This is a very quiet place hidden away from civilization. We hear nothing but the call of 
birds, the cough-like bark of the barking deer at night, and the sound of wind occasionally when 
a sudden rain comes hurrying over the mountains. There are only ten cottages here, one tiny 
white stone house like John Zeller’s old stone house, which is called the store and post office; 
and there’s a pretty little church. There is nothing else at all except some very fine people living 
in the cottages. 


Daily we walk across to the Ashram (“retreat”) for Bible study and a study of Hinduism 
and Mohammudism. Dr. Jones is there and a number of other very fine thinkers so the 
discussions are well worth attending. So while we’re quiet, it is not a lonely place. 


There are two tennis courts here, a place to go swimming, and lots of chances to go for 
walks. There are 7 lakes. Beautiful, little, deep blue ones. | haven’t tried the swimming. Haven’t 
a bathing suit. 

The political situation is hot these days but we’re so far away from it all that we don’t 
even get a daily paper. When any one gets one we send it all around so that everyone can read 


it. Gandhi was arrested and that has caused an uproar but | think things are quieting down. 


| didn’t have any letter from you this week because | had two last week. Hate to get 
them double because it means one mail without a letter from you. 


There’s nothing more to write. I’m so far away from everything that like has become 
awfully simple and unexciting. 


Hope you’re having lots of cherries and strawberries — and other fruits and vegetables. 
We are having nice fruit here but not strawberries or cherries. 


Heaps of love to all, 


Lucile 
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